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Joe could see him watching their performance from the wings, a cigarette dangling precariously from his 
mouth as he leaned his slight frame against the wall, just watching. He almost forgot that he was onstage, his 
eyes instead roaming over the lean figure, sheathed in a tatty black CBGB t-shirt, black leather trousers and 
black bondage boots. A white cowboy hat perched on his mess of bleach-blonde hair. Joe's hands kept playing 
automatically, his eyes fixated on the movement of the cigarette he held, rhythmically moving in and out 
between delicate lips. Sensual. God, he would have killed to have been that damn cigarette... 


He didn't realise how obviously out of it he must have seemed until Steven sauntered over to him, under the 
pretence of it being for performance's sake, and hissed to him between gritted teeth. 


"What is wrong with you? You're still as a rock! Move, for fuck's sake!" 


Joe shrugged, letting Steven lean back against him and let out a wail from his guitar, before launching into his 
solo, desperately trying to ignore Duff's gazing from the wing of the stage. 


After the show, Joe found himself surrounded by the usual bustling crowd of techies, roadies and groupies, 
and being fed up by this usual company, escaped into an empty backstage room. With a wearisome sigh, he 
closed the door and turned to see Duff sat alone on the couch, a mirror set with four lines of cocaine neatly 
cut and lain out on the table in front of him. 

Duff nodded a quick "Hey" before he casually proceeded to pull out a ten-dollar note and began to roll it into a 
tube. Joe watched as Duff expertly snorted up the lines of coke one after the other, then looked up again, 
sniffing a little. 

"Want any? | got a whole baggie of it," Duff offered. 


Joe hesitated; they'd all just got clean, finally... This was what their management had been worried about when 
they'd agreed to let Guns n Roses tour as their supporting band. 


"Uh, Joe? You want some?" Duff offered once more. 


Joe stumbled over his words, "l-uh, uh.. Nah, no thanks," he managed to stammer, distracted by the way the 
blonde bassist was positioned over the sofa, his legs splayed wide apart as he lolled back into his seat. 


Duff shrugged, nonchalant, lighting up a cigarette and offering the now open pack and lighter to Joe. This time 
Joe accepted, lighting his cigarette with shaking hands. He couldn't take it, being so close to Duff- he made him 


nervous. 


"Oh for fuck's sake; you'd think you'd never lit a cigarette before," Duff laughed, swiping the lighter out of 
Joe's trembling hands and lighting the cigarette for him. 


Joe mentally kicked himself for letting his nerves get to him so obviously. 
"So what's wrong?" Duff asked, taking a drag from his cigarette and exhaling slowly, the thin wisps of smoke 
curling out from his mouth. 


"Uh, nothing's wrong.." he lied, starting a little and discreetly inching away from Duff, who had turned to face 


him, his hazel eyes surveying the older man with a bemused expression on his face. 
Duff smiled knowingly, "I make you nervous, don't |?" 


Joe gulped, "Yeah.. Yeah, you make me nervous," he sighed, lifting the cigarette up to his lips again, willing the 


stick of nicotine to calm his nerves. 


"Wanna elaborate?" Duff smirked, gazing steadily at Joe. -Joe paused. This was the chance he'd been waiting 
for; he could tell Duff how he felt, how much he wanted him, and get it finally done and out in the open. Or he 


could turn and walk from it. 
He stood up, "I'm going to go." 


He leaned down to stub his cigarette out in the ash-tray placed on the table, but as he did so, Duff caught his 


wrist. 
"-Don't," he said simply. 


Joe nodded obediently, perching himself on the edge of the sofa again, averting his eyes from Duff. 


"Joe." 


Upon hearing Duff say his name, he turned, only to find a pair of warm, wet lips crushed against his own. He 
felt his heart immediately beginning to race, pounding in his chest. He felt a tongue urgently nudging his lips 
apart, begging to be granted entry, which he gave. As soon as his lips parted, Duff's tongue confidently darted 
in to explore the unfamiliar cavern of his mouth. Joe couldn't help but moan as Duff's tongue expertly 
massaged his own, causing shivers of pleasure to trickle along his spine. Before he knew it, Duff had pulled 


away- Joe whimpered. 

The blond looked at him with a smirk. 

"-That why | make you nervous?" he grinned, satisfied, leaning back into the couch once more. 

"What-what the hell was that about?" Joe stammered, the shock evident on his face. 

"Oh, don't play innocent with me, Perry. You know what that was, so don't you lie and tell me you didn't want 
that," Duff chuckled, "Plus, it'd be a pointless lie. If that hard-on means anything, I'd say you wanted that." he 
nodded towards Joe's crotch, where an obvious erection was straining against the material of his already tight 
Jeans. 


Joe cursed silently to himself, then mustered up the courage to stare defiantly into Duff's eyes. 


"Yeah, | wanted that..and more.. -| can't explain it; | mean, I'm not gay, but..well.. It's really just you.." Joe 


trailed. 
"So, aren't you going to do anything about it?" Duff teased, sidling over closer to Joe. 


"Hell yeah; of course | am," Joe muttered darkly, reaching out suddenly to grab the back of Duff's head and 


pulled him closer to crush their lips together once again. 


Soon, clothes were being discarded of and thrown across the dressing-room. 


Joe grabbed at Duff's shirt, fumbling at the thin cotton that separated him from flesh. Smooth, pale flesh. 
Duff chuckled at his unsuccessful attempts to rid him of the t-shirt, and eventually drew back to tug the t- 
shirt easily over his head, tossing it carelessly behind him. He instantly sprung forward, crushing his lips 
against Joe's and clawing at the zipper of the snug jeans that encased Joe's taut legs. 


"Wait," Joe panted, "The door... It isn't locked" 
Duff ignored him, attacking his neck with his lips. 


"| don't give a fuck- | just wanna fuck you.." he gasped, reaching a hand into Joe's tight jeans and easing out 


his throbbing cock 


"Mmmm... No, no! Duff, babe, wait-" Joe took in a deep breath to calm himself, before yanking himself out of 
Duff's embrace. 


Duff flopped backwards onto the sofa, a pout on his face. Joe quickly locked the door then hurried back to the 
pouting Duff, who was now splayed out over the couch, looking up at him expectantly. Joe grinned wickedly, 
pulling down his jeans in one swift movement and straddling the naked blond. As Joe straddled Duff, their 


erections brushed against each other, eliciting a soft moan from Duff. 


Joe stretched himself out over Duff, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss, sliding his tongue in to massage 
Duff's. Duff ran his fingers through the tousled black hair, every so often earnestly tugging at some strands 
or gently pushing the head forward to deepen their kiss. Joe began to tease him, brushing their erections 
together by the movements of his hips. 


Duff released a guttural groan, "You fuckin’ tease..." 


Joe chuckled, tearing himself away from Duff and beginning to lick his way down Duff's lean, muscular body. He 
lingered around his ripples, gently taking one in his mouth and nibbling on it. He assumed he must have done 
something right, as it had Duff groaning loudly and tugging his hair again. Joe continued his journey down, 
thrusting his tongue into Duff's navel and making him shiver, then finally reaching his intended destination. 


He glanced up at Duff, who had now propped himself up on his elbows and was looking down at Joe, observing 
his every movement. Joe encircled the erect member in his hand, gently squeezing it before running his hand 
up and down its length. He could feel it throbbing invitingly in his grasp. 


"God, Joe, just do it.. You're killing me.." Duff panted. 


Joe looked up to see Duff's hazel eyes clouded over with lust. Joe dipped his head lower, flicking his tongue out 
over the tip of Duff's cock, oozing pre-cum. He then tilted his head, running his tongue along the entire length 
of the underside of his cock, before finally taking it all in. Joe's fingers found Duff's balls as he steadily sucked 
on his cock, bobbing skilfully up and down. Gently, Joe tugged on them, holding them in one of his hands as the 
other free hand gripped Duff's hip for support. Duff was moaning lowly, his body beginning to shudder as the 
intense ecstasy washed over him. Joe quickened his pace, driving Duff up to the final peak, before he released, 
hard, into the back of Joe's throat. Joe swallowed all of Duff's release, licking the cock clean of any cum, 
before coming up to face Duff. 


Their mouths met again in a second embrace, each hungrily trying to devour the other in the desperate, 
lustful need they felt. 


"Aren't you going to help me out here? Return the favour a little?" Joe gasped, feeling Duff's long, calloused 
fingers entangled in his hair, bringing his head back down to continue their kiss. 


Duff's fingers soon travelled down, out of Joe's hair, snaking their way down the front of his body, and sliding 
down to his crotch. Joe let out a loud moan as he felt long, elegant fingers grasp him firmly, giving his cock a 
quick, Teasing squeeze. Duff chuckled at Joe's evident pleasure. 

"| have a better idea." he grinned, releasing Joe, who responded with a frustrated growl. 

Duff got up from the couch and went to rummage around in the drawers of a dressing table. 

"Whose room is this anyway?" he asked. 

"| think it's unused at the moment," Joe answered. 

He was beginning to get frustrated by Duff's pointless chatter; he just wanted him back on the couch where 
he could ravage him, and didn't see why it mattered whose room this was. It wasn't like they were going to tell 


them that Joe had just given Duff a blow-job on their couch anyhow. 


"Ah, here we go," Duff grinned, seeming to have found what he was looking for, and he came back to the 
couch where an impatient Joe sat. Duff was holding a tub of lotion. 


Joe looked at him, puzzled. What the fuck did he want lotion for? Duff noticed Joe's quizzical expression, and 
grinned wickedly back at him. 


"Get off the couch and lie on the floor," Duff said, nudging Joe gently. 


Joe lay down on the carpeted floor, still able to feel the hardness of it through the inadequate carpeting. 


"Roll over," Duff said quietly. 


Joe thought of nothing but obeying the soft voice, and rolled over onto his stomach, resting his forehead on 
his folded arms. He was beginning to understand what Duff wanted to do, and a quick flash of fear went 
through him. Any ounce of fear soon left him, once he felt Duff's warm mouth licking and kissing the back of 
his bare shoulder. 


Joe gasped as a cool finger, slick with the lotion, ran down the crack of his ass and began massaging his 


entrance. 

"Are you alright?" Duff asked, continuing his motions. 

"l'm fine," Joe managed to gasp, as Duff added another finger and continued to pump in and out. 
Joe shivered, a strange, pleasurable sensation running through him. 


A third finger was soon added, then removed after a minute. Duff stretched himself out over Joe's back, using 
one hand to move himself to the entrance as the other hand supported him. Placing a kiss on the side of Joe's 
neck, Duff gently slid into Joe's warm, tight entrance. The effect was instantaneous for Joe, who moaned and 


pushed back against Duff. 
"You okay?" Duff breathed. 
"Yeah... Yeah, I'm fine..." 


Reassured by Joe's response, Duff pulled out, then sank back in fully, falling into a steady rhythm, gripping 
Joe's hips. He began to angle his thrusts, hitting Joe in that place and making him moan and writhe with 
ecstasy. Joe began to shove his hips back against Duff, wanting him deeper, wanting to feel more of the 
pleasure Duff gave him. 


"Duff, harder," he panted, arching his back and gasping. 


Duff nodded, driving in harder and faster than he had before. As he continued to pound against Joe, Duff slid a 
hand underneath him and found his pulsing cock. He gripped it in his hand and began to pump in time with his 
thrusts. Joe let out a groan, his body heaving with the Duff's movements, shoving back into Duff's hips, and 
forward into Duff's hand. Soon, it became more than he could take and with a short cry, he released his load 
into Duff's hand, his body shuddering with the power of his orgasm. As he was recovering, he felt a warm 
gush in his bowels as Duff came, shuddering over him. Duff collapsed onto his back, and Joe fell forward with 
the weight of him. 


Still joined, the two of them lay there for a moment, trying to regain their breath and find themselves once 


more. Slowly, Duff drew his now limp member from Joe, and rolled over onto his side. Joe followed him, rolling 


over to face Duff, studying his face, before kissing him slowly. 

"Thank you.." Joe murmured, "You don't know how long I've wanted this...” 

"-Since the beginning of the tour?" Duff grinned, "I've wanted it too, babe." 

Joe couldn't help but smile. Duff's grin was contagious; you just couldn't help but smile when he did. 
"We can't tell anyone about this," Duff said, matter-of-factly, "Ive still got a girlfriend" 

Joe nodded, "I know. | wasn't going to." 

Duff chuckled, "God, what would the guys say if they knew | fucked Joe Perry?" 


"| think Steven knows about you. And | don't think he'd be too surprised if he knew about this, what with what 


happened with us before," Joe mused. 
"| thought you said it was only me?" Duff pretended to sulk. 


"Well, it is.. It was different with Steven," Joe shrugged, rolling over to place a quick kiss on Duff's lips before 
getting up. 


"This room smells like sex now- we should probably go.." 


Duff nodded, getting up and pulling on his jeans and t-shirt. He could get cleaned up later, back at the hotel. 
When he turned around, Joe was already dressed and hovering by the door. 


"So... [| see you later?" Joe asked, biting his lip unsurely. 


Duff just shrugged and grinned, "| guess. -Come on, let's not do this whole weird, 'after=sex' thing. It was just 


sex; we're guys, we can deal with this. Now fuck off, and I'll see you tomorrow night." 


He flashed Joe a lop-sided grin as he tucked the remainder of his coke into his inside jacket-pocket, opened the 


door and sauntered off down the corridor. 


Joe sighed, watching the door creak shut after Duff. So, that was it. He just wanted sex... God, if only Duff 


knew how much more he wanted... 


Joe shook himself from his thoughts. No, come on. He was Joe Perry- he wasn't going to get into all this 
‘pining, man in love' shit. It wasn't like he hadn't had one-night stands before. It was a good lay, he couldn't deny 
that, but he felt..empty. Possibly even used.. He sighed, noticing the packet of cigarettes still on the table, and 


went over to light one up. He jumped as the door opened, and Steven poked his head around the door before 


stepping into the room. 
"Hey man.. Duff said you were in here," Steven nodded, before pausing and turning to look at Joe knowingly. 
"What?" Joe sighed, knowing the meaning of that look. 


"This room smells like sex.. -You finally fucked Duff, didn't you?" Steven asked, though it was clear from his 
tone that he knew it to be fact. 


Joe sighed, running a hand through his thick, black hair, looking at everywhere but at Steven. He gave a 
wretched sigh, "Yeah... But..well..things didn't go quite the way | wanted them to." 


Steven grinned, "Why? Didn't he let you top?" he teased, then stopped upon seeing the sad look on Joe's face. 
His expression softened, and Steven went to sit by his guitarist. 


"Hey... It's okay.. May be things just weren't meant to be.." Steven said, laying a comforting hand on Joe's 


shoulder. 

| wanted us to be more than a one-night stand.." Joe murmured quietly. 

He could imagine it working, he and Duff. He really could 

"Joe, it's not worth it, thinking about this... | know you wanted it to work man, but, well...” Steven shrugged. 
Then, tentatively, he leant forward and placed his lips against Joe's, just for a moment. 


"And, hey... | intend to stick around with you for a long, long time... You'll always have me, | promise." Steven 
said tenderly, his hand moving up so his fingers tangled in the thick, dark hair. 


Joe didn't say anything- he didn't know what to. Steven hesitantly moved forward to attempt a longer, more 


lingering kiss on Joe's lips. 


Joe didn't respond for a moment- he couldn't do this. He didn't feel that way for Steven.it was just Duff. He 
couldn't lead Steven on like that... Or could he? Could he settle for what would always be second-best in his 
eyes? Joe wanted to be happy. Happy with Duff. But he could be content with Steven. Surely contentedness and 
happiness were similar? Thoughts raced through Joe's mind as he felt Steven's body tense, begin to draw back 
from what he thought was a mistake. So Joe let impulse direct him to do what he thought was right. 


He slid his tongue into Steven's mouth, feeling his body relax, moving forward to deepen the kiss. He threw 
away his idealistic dream of happiness, of Duff, of sex with Duff, of life with Duff, of happiness with Duff, and 


let Steven lead him down a different road. 


